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shining black face of a negro, his eyes rolling white
despair, on the far side, where he had climbed up the
davit but could not reach the boat. Other agonized
faces flashed up for a second, then disappeared into
the churning mass. The whistle sounded again, and
now the boat sank slowly down, leaving the men still
fighting at the rails. A woman's face, a chalk mask
of tragedy, caught the light in the descending boat for
one moment, then vanished. A hand or two, waving
last farewells, were flung out of the group of strug-
gling men left on deck. And now the whistle went
once more, and everybody suddenly relaxed.

A burst of talk came from a knot of men standing
or crouching in the second lifeboat. Something was
said about "another shot" But most of them jumped
down on to the deck. There was the chief camera man,
a pale, thick-set American, dressed in one of those
queer coat-waistcoats that some golfers wear. There
was the assistant producer, a little harassed man, who
was perpetually bawling through his megaphone. And
there was the great man himself, the producer, a man
who really had a touch of genius. He had a fleshy
parrot-face, brutal, intelligent, very German; he wore
a check cap the wrong way round, a muffler over his
coat, flannel trousers and slippers; and all the time
he pulled sulkily at a long briar pipe. He did not talk
much, and never addressed the crowd; he merely
stared out of his clever little eyes, and now and then
dropped a remark in guttural English to one of his
assistants.